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and daily renewed his sacrifice? The discipline of exchange, of com-
pensation, of transference which Grace imposes on the true believer,
was far removed from the world of the flesh into which the
adolescent was slowly being introduced. Jean felt that he had been
rejected by the one man who held the key to all his secrets, who
knew what he had suffered, and was still suffering, because of his
mother and because of Michele. If he deserted him, what was there
left but flight from a hateful world that held no place for him? He
knew, of course, that his relations with Hortense would not last
for very long . . . but he had vowed himself to the vocation of
misery, and what most attracted him in the whole of this adventure
was the thought that it was so utterly hopeless, so completely
beyond any power to solve; that it would compel him to set sail
from his sheltered harbour and commit himself to a course from
which there would be no turning back.

XIV

WE were to stay at Larjuzon until the celebration of what, in
the Gironde, is called the Mass of the Octave. On the very
day before it occurred my stepmother received a letter
from the Sister who was looking after Octavia. It had been found
impossible to prevent a miscarriage, and double phlebitis had set in.
The patient's temperature remained high, and her heart was growing
weaker. The doctor feared the worst. There was a complete lack
of everything in the Rue de Mirail. Though Monsieur Puybaraud
had forbidden her to make any appeal to Madame Pian, the Sister
felt compelled to disobey him, because the baker and the chemist
were turning nasty.

This news seemed to overwhelm my stepmother. She could, no
doubt, have managed to get to Bordeaux and back before the Mass